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	1. Act I — Scene 1

Before you start reading, there are some little things you would need to know about this fiction. The first one is about the author: I am French and thus English is not my mother language, and I don't have any beta-readers besides myself and a few friends, all of whom are also French. I have read-through my chapters at least twenty times each in order to prevent the potential mistakes, but if there still are any remaining awkward forms or whatever, you can report them. I don't bite, and on the contrary, I love it when you guys have critics and disagree sometimes even about the plot itself or something. It proves that you care and that's really heart-warming anyway.  
>Potential haters, I thank you for the time you would waste typing meaningless things about my rambling speech that makes even less sense than yours.<p>

By the way, it is a personal choice to write some characters' speech (such as Sans' or Papyrus') with their game's characteristics: Sans practically never puts capitals in his speech (or if he does, then it means he _really_ is serious and/or mad at something), Papyrus always does. And if I were allowed to, I would also change their fonts so that it would suit even more the game. Fun fact : in my original document, I could also change Sans' font to Microsoft Sans Serif (instead of Comic Sans) when he really was pissed off. Here, uh, since it doesn't work... I guess I'll have to try differently. Maybe with bold characters or something.

Second... About the plot. I won't lie to you guys, but... That's going to be tough. I simply love things such as implicit and foreshadowing, and even if no one truly lies, it does not mean they are necessarily telling the truth. I have a tendency to absolutely not want the reader to feel like I'm thinking they're stupid by giving out obvious statements when I guess everyone has already figured it out, and most of the time, I'll just let the hints and let you and the characters figure out what they mean. What I mean by that is, I'll describe the characters lightening up when they understand, and NOT mention what they just understood because they think everyone listening has also understood already so the mere fact of mentioning such obvious thing would make them sound like a stupid Captain Obvious; so when they talk they're already one step further, which is pointing out the consequence(s) of whatever they just deduced. I think you'll understand what I'm talking about when you get to read it.  
>By the way... If you're willing to try to figure out by yourself what is going on, well, no one's stopping you; but one little tip if you'd like to do so: never take anything for granted. That's many detectives' downfall, no matter how clever they are.<p>

Well... For now, I guess I've said everything I wanted to. So, um, enjoy reading!

* * *

><p><em>Learn When to Quit<em>  
><em><strong>Act I — Don't Let Him Find Out<strong>_  
><strong>Scene 1 — ...<strong>

* * *

><p>[...Uh. Just insert here some random title that would be decent enough. Especially if it's a quantum physics-related pun.]<br>***well, how about…**  
>[... uh, actually, don't—]<br>***… the BONE-einstein condensate?**  
>[Oh COME ON!]<br>***no offense kid, but you literally asked for it.**  
>[Uuugh. That's why I NEVER give titles to my sub-parts.]<p>

* * *

><p><strong>Scene 1 — Waking up<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>*wow. best title <em>ever<em>. where do you get them, off a cereal box?**  
><strong>[Shut up. Just shut up.]<strong>

* * *

><p>She woke up.<p>

Well, no matter how quickly she surprisingly managed to recover her consciousness a couple of seconds right after this first realization, she still was pretty stunned to realize then what had happened.  
>Or, well, to be more accurate, to realize that she actually had no idea what had happened. At all.<p>

This realization came along with another one that, despite being completely cliché and in spite of the fact that she was all-too-well aware of it, it still managed to freak her out when she realized it was actually happening for real.  
>Losing consciousness for some mysterious reason and then waking up in a dark (probably locked) room with no idea how they had arrived there was just so typical, she had read it –slash– watched it in films or novels so many times, she had for a long time been almost sniggering at the lack of originality that was put into those scenes. Always the same comedy in which the protagonist was freaking out all-too-dramatically and yet pretty fast enough still managing to regain their calm and badass attitude and already being able to figure out with the not-so-many little hints they could look for in their surroundings how they would eventually manage to solve the problem, or at the very least figure out what had happened in the first place.<p>

Well. One thing she learned there, was why those scenes were all that 'identical' — at least when it came down to the "freaking out" phase.

She sat up so quickly that she almost lost her balance and fell over… whatever she had been lying on. Felt like some kind of couch maybe, or something. Not that she really cared at the moment— the first thing she started looking for, desperately turning her head and eyes in all possible directions, was for a door, a vent, or anything that could be an exit. It was really dark so it took her some minutes, but she finally noticed what seemed like a rectangular-shaped hollow in the wall, implying the hypothetical existence of a door at this location; and without any surprise, she didn't even think before racing towards it and predictably trying to open it— to no avail, _of course_.  
>She was not particularly suffering from any kind of claustrophobia, but it didn't prevent her from starting to hyperventilate.<p>

_So_ she was stuck in a locked dark room without any windows or vents — probably some kind of basement then or something. She had woken up in there, without any idea about where she was, what the heck had happened, and why that was happening to _her_, of all people. Not that she had anything in particular— and that was pretty much the point. She had done _nothing_ in particular. That just made no sense. Was this some kind of kidnapping? Where and when had it occurred then? The latest thing she could remember about was when she was in her room randomly wandering on sites on her laptop, and— oh yeah, starting that video-game, after her friends had literally forced her to (not that she didn't want to play it, she was actually pretty excited at the idea to finally play it on her own, but she simply didn't really have faith in her own playing skills anyway).

So, in a nutshell — there was absolutely _no_ reason for this to happen. She grunted under her breath, hardly muting an ever growing nervous and awkward snigger intended to her own silliness and former traces of hope in trying to comprehend the reasons of her presence _"here"_ (wherever "here" was) when there logically weren't any.  
><em>Well, that was pointless.<em>  
>And even more than this, it just wasn't even making any sense in the first place.<p>

Her breath finally started to calm down, though it still was breaking the surrounding silence each time her chest was rising and lowering in panic. Her sight started to slightly adjust to the darkness, as she slowly could distinguish a desk and… some kind of giant curtain covering something that probably was just as big.  
>She carefully tried to grope along towards the desk, blindly seeking for a lamp or anything that could at least help her see a little more where she was. After a few minutes her hand finally felt some engine whose shape seemed familiar enough, and she immediately turned it on, filling the room with a dim light. That was not much and she couldn't distinguish clearly the whole room with as many details as she wanted to, but that already was definitely better.<br>As soon as her eyes got accustomed to the new brightness, they widened in surprise when she noticed what was lying in a giant mess on the desk, right before her eyes.

Paper. Blueprints. There even was a closed photo album, right in the middle of the table. And heck, there was a freaking _computer_. Maybe it was a very old one, but still, just _what the heck!_  
><em>Well. If I really was kidnapped, then those guys <strong>really<strong> suck at their job._

That was just all too perfect, if she wanted at least to figure out a little more about her captors. Maybe she was locked in this room for now, but she hadn't even been tied to anything and could move completely freely, and now she had _this_. An open door to knowledge about pretty much… anything. Hey, maybe if she loaded Google Maps then she would even figure out where that room was.  
>She reached for the switch and waited for overly long minutes before getting the old dinosaur to wake up, noisily grumping while it was forced out of its slumber. As the engine still was loading whichever version of Windows or whatever that was, her eyes stumbled into the photo album. She quickly glanced around absent-mindedly, then pouted childishly.<p>

_Heh. Not my fault if they forgot it there._

She opened it without any more hesitation, but was immediately stunned upon seeing the actual pics.  
>The first thing she could think of was, well… Halloween. Or, more accurately, cosplaying in general. Because those monsters she was seeing there in the photos were pretty familiar after all, and because it couldn't be anything but a bunch of men in costumes anyway.<br>She sighed. _So_ those kidnappers or whatever were fans of _Undertale_, okay, why not after all. They liked to cosplay, and they just pulled a ridiculously pointless prank on her with an album where they were just in their costumes or something.

_Well, okay, maybe I just got dunked on. Those guys can be trolls, after all! Heh. At least they have a sense of humor._

Yet, for some reason, she couldn't help but feel curious. Maybe if she looked closer she could distinguish some traits from those people under those disguises, and… Well, no, actually that was not the real reason she was genuinely fascinated by those photos.

They were all identical.

Or at least, so it seemed at first.  
>They were depicting the exact same positions, in the exact same location, even at the exact same time and –probably– date in the year, because even the background was not changing to the slightest, or almost.<p>

Except that sometimes some characters were missing. One, or two. Occasionally three.  
>And most of the time, she couldn't help but notice, Frisk themselves was missing.<p>

_Welp, guess they just couldn't get all the cosplayers to come every time…_  
>But seeing all those same faces in the exact same location <em>each freaking time<em> still felt quite eerie, though. Many photos seemed almost identical, sometimes just down to some really minor details, and… well, that was just unexpected from an album, especially one whose theme is _'Disguise yourself as an Undertale character.'_ What was the point in taking the exact same pic of the exact same people in the (almost) exact same postures, anyway? Wasn't the point in cosplaying to, well, _'roleplay'_ on some scale? At least to get _original_ and _different_ photos or something…? She always thought it was part of the fun when cosplaying, every time she was seeing all those snap shots some fans were showing about their costumes and everything.  
>Well, she didn't know much about roleplay anyway, so why not after all. It's just that it was… <em>weird<em>, to say the least.

She kept flipping through the pages, one by one, quickly glancing at the photos but gradually stopping to really look at them and hardly trying to find differences between them anymore. They were just _identical_. And yet all different. And that was seriously becoming creepy.

She stopped. That was the last page to be covered in photos— the following ones were just blank.

Or, well, _almost_ blank.

_**do you still think it's funny, now?**_

Her eyes were frowning and widening at the same time, no matter how paradoxical it sounded and how weird it would probably look.  
>Well, that was just getting creepier and creepier. Just what she needed right in the moment.<p>

_Okay, now I really don't like where this is going._

She suddenly started to hear footsteps behind her back. They were still about a dozen feet far behind, but she immediately turned around, facing the stranger with a blank expression.  
>Upon realizing who it was… Actually, what really had been surprising her was her complete lack of reaction, in fact.<p>

After all, at this point, it was almost as if she had been _expecting_ it.

She quickly stared at the skeleton, rising and lowering her gaze down to all the details she could perceive. Despite his still being pretty much hidden in the distant shadows, far away from the silly little desk lamp still struggling to cast some decent but quite weak light, she immediately noticed the blue hoodie that she would have recognized anywhere, especially after seeing it so many times in the photos she had been looking at for minutes just moments ago. If there had been _one_ character to be present in _every single print_…  
>She couldn't help but smile awkwardly. She hated it when she couldn't understand what was going on. Nervous smirks didn't really help, but she couldn't stop them from appearing on her face whenever she was tense and anxious.<p>

And especially when she was mocking herself for actually starting to seriously consider some dumb and random option that simply was _not_ possible.

This, simply, was not Sans. There basically was no way. Some random pile of pixels could not magically all of a sudden become corporeal and sentient and _be facing her right now in the four dimensions of space and time_. She would not discuss that science fact, that was simply out of the question.  
>She had no idea why that random creepy guy would want her to think otherwise, though. Well, she <em>had<em> some hypothesis, but none of them really seemed to conveniently justify all the trouble the man must have come into just to order everything in place to the slightest details. That was necessary if he wanted to be convincing of course, but… Just, _what was that for?_

Well, on second thought, no matter what reasons she could think of, that whole mess would have just been unnecessarily overcomplicated and frustrating to prepare, in comparison with the results they would have got anyway. She almost thought for an instant to fake actually falling into the trap and improvise some kind of roleplay or something out of pity, but she quickly felt very uneasy about it. She had been _kidnapped_ after all. There was no room for jokes with your kidnapper.

"Heh. Really good impression of Sans." she eventually uttered in a voice that sounded much less confident than she had intended to. "Also his lab, if it weren't for a few details."

Still no response from Definitely-Not-Sans, who had simply stopped walking and was staying still in the shadows, staring at her with an unreadable total lack of expression, both his hands deeply buried into his pockets. Well, when his whole face was engulfed in the dark, it was quite difficult to distinguish it clearly anyway.

"The computer is new, uh? And I was sure there only was one or two photos at most… U-Uh, and the thing I was sleeping on, too. Wasn't supposed to be here, right…?"

Definitely-Not-Sans finally started to react, muffling what sounded like some kind of (_almost_) amused chuckle while… slightly shrugging, maybe. It was hard to see what he really was doing in the dark.

"heh. i see you're well-informed. yes, that's the couch from the living room. put it down here a few weeks ago."

Now that she was lending another glance at the sofa, she could indeed realize that its shape seemed familiar, somehow.  
>A silent but insistent buzzing sound from behind her back suddenly caught her attention, and she finally remembered that the computer was on. Well, now that she wasn't alone anymore it didn't seem to really be the best moment to use it… And she didn't really think the kidnapper would enjoy watching her messing with his files or whatever right under his nose. Anyways, that buzzing sound was only there to mention that the computer was out of batteries for some reason and about to snooze on its own. But that was not a portable one, so was it not supposed to be plugged into the mains supply? Well, that was not the point, she would wonder about it later.<br>When she turned back her gaze towards him though, she noticed he wasn't there anymore. Instead, she found him some seconds later… lying lazily on the couch, his left arm idly stretching over its soft (supposedly greenish) back. His right arm hadn't moved at all though, still engulfed in his hoodie's pocket.  
>Well, role-playing all along, wasn't he? He sure was enjoying this.<p>

"By the way, uh, wow. You really must have put much effort into making all this. And I don't know that much about quantum physics, but, uh, those blueprints are quite convincing. You really must be a hardcore fan, aren't you?" She chuckled unconvincingly. "Can I just ask you, uh, why you did all this exactly? You do realize this is technically a kidnapping, right?"

She was trying to take it lightly and make it sound as if it were a joke, but it felt obvious that it definitely wasn't. This masquerade had been lasting for long enough.  
>Besides, all this really was starting to get on her nerves. She simply could not understand. That was just making no sense whatsoever, that place was starting to freak her out and yet she was still sort of glad that guy disguised as a skeleton was keeping some distance between them because that really was the last thing she could be getting to complete the scheme even though those were definitely not real bones—<p>

Oh gosh, she was starting to hyperventilate again.

"heh, you alright kiddo?" It felt odd that he genuinely seemed slightly concerned, even if he was good at hiding it. Not that she had noticed either, though.  
>"As alright as could be any normal person being trapped in a dark room with a hardcore <em>Undertale<em> fanatic dressed as one of the characters for whatever psychopathic reasons, _thanks_." she retorted bitterly with a sarcastic grin. She mentally tried to erase that image of a chainsaw that just rushed through her mind while she was talking, for whatever reason she was not even sure she wanted to know.  
>"ha, yeah, right. sorry, the main lights went off two days ago. too lazy to replace them. they hadn't been used for years or somethin', so i guess they didn't like it when i kept them on all the time lately."<p>

She pouted ironically. Seriously, that guy's attitude was starting to really annoy her. Couldn't he just, maybe, shift to the "kidnapper" part and potentially start to explain what was going on, instead of just pseudo-roleplaying by sitting on the couch and saying meaningless 'pranks' that weren't even supposed to be funny to the slightest?  
><em>Sorry, but I have better things to do.<em>

"Seriously, I _am_ wondering. Why me? I mean, if it has anything to do with _Undertale_ or something like that, then I can't be the best fan you could have ever found or anything anyway. Hey, I haven't even played the game in the first place."

For some reason, she almost _felt_ that guy's sudden overwhelming silence the very instant she had uttered that last sentence. She was not completely sure why, but it was almost as if she had just felt his sudden tension and rising confusion without even needing to turn her eyes and watch it on his face, despite the distance between them.  
>And even though she simply dismissed this feeling as a mere coincidence or some kind of "predictability" she could have sensed in his excessively silent reaction, she still was slightly taken aback by how seriously he seemed to take that revelation.<p>

"… Wait. Really?"

If it really had been Sans at this moment, she could have almost guessed that he would have put some capitals in his speech, for once. And one thing she had learned with that monster was that capitals were never a good sign.

Good thing that option was unquestionably out of the way.

"Yeah!" she shrugged obliviously. "Honestly, I suck so much at video games, it's just hilariously ridiculous. I've even been wondering sometimes if there was something like a world record for that. Seriously, even if I _wanted_ to play the game, I wouldn't even survive five minutes."

And there came back that exact same awkward silence. He was uncomfortably staring at her without even moving the slightest from his seat, narrowing and twitching his eyes, that from that distance could only be distinguished through what was supposed to represent a pair of eye sockets.  
>With that giant smile stuck on his mask (it had to be some sort of latex mask or something, right?), it was somewhat tricky to really know what his real expression was supposed to be. But… he really somewhat seemed to be deeply confused, if not… <em>shocked<em>.

"but… You must have at least _tried_, right…?" he eventually asked hesitantly.  
>"Well, yeah, I was gonna try to play it since my friends had been literally begging me on their knees for weeks, but I somehow ended up here before I could actually get started. So, uh, nope, I basically never played the game."<p>

Both his eyes twitched once, very furtively, both at the same time. Besides that, he stayed perfectly still for what felt like whole minutes now.  
>If that wasn't some kind of <em>"internal scream"<em> or something, then she really didn't know how to interpret that expression.

"Heh, you okay? You almost look like you're about to collapse or something."  
>"no…" He paused, nervously running a white hand along his face and slowly burying his eyes into his fingers, as to try to rub off some kind of nausea or whatever. "n-never mind. l-let's just… change the subject. how do you happen to know that much about that, uh, <em>game<em>, then?"

Her eyes suddenly widened in what would seem to be genuine surprise, but some discreet eerie sparks of anger could twinkle in the corners of her flickering eyelids.

"Oh yeah. You kidnap me and then all you do is start some random cosplay and lie in that couch and such, and now you're just expecting me to tell about my hobbies just like we're talking about the weather around a cup of tea." She crossed her arms in annoyance. Her patience really started to reach its limit now. That was just starting to make _way too much_ weirdness for her standards; and she could admit it, hers already were pretty low. "How about we could actually talk about things that _really_ matter, for a change? Like, I don't know, _what the heck am I supposed to be doing here_?"

She hardly waited for an answer, because she already knew that whatever he could say, she wouldn't be contented with it anyway. She didn't even care whether or not he was still there watching her; if he wasn't getting to the important part, then she would be.  
>Starting with the first logical thing she could think about, she looked around again and again, sometimes gesturing some discreet lines as if she was trying to figure out a trajectory or something. Then she started to approach the desk again, lifting random blueprints and sheets before replacing them approximately in the same mess as before.<p>

"what are you looking for?" he eventually asked tiredly, but with what seemed to be some little spark of curiosity and amusement.  
>"The camera." she answered immediately without even turning her eyes towards him. "You can't be an actual kidnapper, seriously, you made way too many mistakes and this stupid act is just preposterous. So this is some kind of prank, right? And there must be a camera in there, recording us right now, and we'll become internet famous or something. I'm sure the result must be <em>hilarious<em>."

Definitely-Not-Sans seemed to widen his eyes in genuine surprise, for once. Though he still was obviously amused by all her –indeed– pretty much hilarious gesticulations and movements here and there, messing up his desk with an ever growing annoyance.  
>Not that he seemed to care, though.<p>

"wow. so you really are of the conspiracy theory type, eh?"  
>"Well, usually not that much, but it's not like there were many other options left."<br>"haha, yeah, you're right. not like i really could be the real sans or something. that's completely stupid."

She opened her mouth to confirm in the most confident and cynical tone she could get, but she never got time to actually say anything.  
>Something suddenly caught her shoulder from her back.<p>

It felt _bony_.

"nah, just kidding. this is real, kid."

That voice, that _same voice_ that was coming seconds ago from the couch, was now sounding right from behind her back. She shivered and, as a reflex, looked at her right shoulder—  
>But then she met, in the dim light, hardly a foot away from her eyes, her <em>"kidnapper's"<em> actual face.

His left eye was flickering an eerie blue, coming from the depths of his eye socket. His stuck and still giant smirk slicing his whole face in half somehow still seemed to enlarge itself in an eerily edgy forced grin of pure anger.

Bones.

Her eye fell on that white hand still clutching her shoulder, its holes and its so fragile yet so strong phalanxes and its iron grip on her flesh and the cold—

**BONES.**

She left out a sudden hysteric cry, but she could not even hear it herself. She didn't even feel her vibrating vocal chords shaking and struggling in an attempt to escape it, threatening to be torn apart any instant.

The whole room started to turn around her at an ever growing speed, flickering lights and orange and red and dim yellow in pitch black and skulls and claws crawling on her back and the dark ceiling and low yells resonating like distorted laughs of…

She passed out.

The skeleton watched with bewilderment at the suddenly unconscious body that had fallen down on the tiled floor, without any warning and apparently not about to move again for a while.  
>He started to tremble in annoyance as his left hand ran upon his skull, slowly covering his eyes darkening with a reasonably controlled anger, yet feeling his patience starting to run out.<p>

_… seriously?_

* * *

><p><strong>~ Reviews &amp; Feedback ~<br>**

Yep. This chapter was a troll. Somewhat. Even Sans apparently had not been expecting that at all. And that's just the beginning.  
>But don't worry, things are getting more interesting in the next part. Maybe even too much more interesting. Guys, the next Scene is a monster. Like, almost 10,000 words long. There's a LOT happening there, but I just couldn't even split it in half or anything because the whole story just happens without any interruption. You've been warned.<p>

Now... For those who already know me, they must be quite shocked right now. "What? No prologue?! What the heck's gotten into you?! You ALWAYS write Prologues!" And yeah, I know, I've been for many years the one to tease many people by saying dumb things such as "Prologues are the alpha and the omega of a fiction." But... The fact is, my Prologues' main purpose is generally to tell things that don't make any sense until you have read the next chapter(s), while still offering hints and potential "hype" over the story; and usually, reading them again once the story is complete offers a completely new perspective over it.  
>But... I guess this chapter (or rather, the "first part" of the "first chapter") already fills this role: so there was no need to just add some more stupid meaningless rambling that would just turn out to be utterly frustrating to read.<p>

Besides... A play doesn't have any "Prologue", has it ?


	2. Act I — Scene 2

_Learn When to Quit_  
><em><strong>Act I — Don't Let Him Find Out<strong>_  
><strong>Scene 2 — Waking up (Second Attempt)<br>**

* * *

><p><strong>[*hums dogsong*]<strong>  
><strong>*i hate you.<strong>  
><strong>[You asked for it.]<strong>

* * *

><p><strong> 05:28 PM <strong>

Sans detached his white pupils from the little clock on his desk, then glanced once more over his shoulder and towards the greenish couch: but the human still hadn't woken up. He sighed in boredom just like the previous times, before leading his eyes back to his blueprints and struggling to end that last damned equation. It had been so long since he hadn't seen those drafts and schemes for the last time; actually trying to get back to work after countless timelines of giving up in profit to an apparent laziness meant to hide a deep and serious depression was harder than he had thought, and he hated it.  
>He repressed a silent yawn; he had to admit though, he definitely deserved at least some rest after all this, and he probably would sleep for over fourteen hours if needed, as soon as he <em>finally<em> got this over with.  
>But until then, he still had to watch over the human and get sure to be there when it would <em>finally<em> wake up for the second time— and, **_hopefully_**, for the last. He couldn't risk to let it by itself right now, not before he had told it everything it needed to know first. And God would there be a _hellish_ amount of things to explain.

It was all the more frustrating to see that kid snoozing that peacefully while he could not let himself fall asleep even for a single minute.

_who's the lazybones now, uh?_ he thought bitterly and humorlessly.

The room's main lights suddenly flickered for a few seconds before staying lit, filling the basement with a bright new and much more comfortable light. Sans perked a glance at the ceiling in surprise, but soon retained a relieved sigh. _Finally_ some good news, for a change.  
>The CORE had been fixed, thankfully. For one moment he really had started to wonder if his experiment could have broken it down for good. Alphys would have so killed him for this if the whole Underground had had to be deprived from its main source of energy for weeks because of him, especially now that they needed it more than ever; so seeing it working again so soon really was lifting a weight.<p>

She would still kill him for this, though. For how long had the whole cave been stuck in the dark, three hours? To think his engine had only been working for hardly _ten seconds_…

Yet Sans glared suspiciously at the human, still napping obliviously in the sofa, before standing up and going back to turn the lights off again, engulfing once more the room into the darkness of the sole dim light of his pitiful desk lamp.  
>He had told it that the main lights didn't work because they were broken, and he didn't really want to waste any more time trying to answer questions that didn't even matter to the least. There would be so many more things he would have to tell anyways and a real questioning session definitely was to be expected (he sighed again in boredom and extreme annoyance at the mere thought of it), and he really wasn't that eager to spend hours randomly answering questions that had no incidence whatsoever on what really was going on. So avoiding getting any suspicions from it was a good start to try to reduce the amount of time that interrogation would last.<br>Besides, that would hopefully keep that kid in place and prevent it a little more from doing anything stupid. From what he had already seen from it… if it ever started again entering its _'paranoia mode'_, then he would have a bad time.

Well, to be more accurate, he would have a bad time trying to keep playing it cool no matter how exasperating that kid was and how much he would sometimes even think about strangling it in order to shut it up, that was. His first impression of its personality was that it could blabber for hours about pretty much anything _but_ what really mattered. If on top of that it was that much of a _"sensitive" soul_… He chuckled somberly at this sick joke that was anything but funny.  
>That human really was lucky he needed it alive for his plan to work. If not, it probably would already be long dead by now. He had already wasted much more time than his patience could tolerate, and that human definitely was not making things better.<br>The mere thought of it claiming that they never played the game filled him with wrath. He had still hoped, for one moment… but in the end he had always known it, deep inside. Humans were just all the same.

Liars and cheaters.

It didn't matter that those _"Players"_ didn't know what they really were doing. He could understand that. He could understand they would be shocked if they learned the truth all of a sudden. But it didn't change anything to the fact that their actions still had consequences; it was time they faced them.  
>Getting them to remain stuck in their denial only filled his mind with grief and resentment. They were too shy to face them in fair fights, and now too much of a coward to actually merely <em>admit<em> what they had done? That was simply unacceptable.

He slightly jumped as he heard the human starting to move again, slightly moaning in silence and confusion.

Sans' left eye quickly flickered light blue and yellow for a second.  
>It was time for action.<p>

And it was time he finally put a stop to all this madness.

"you sure like to take your time, uh?"

He had turned his chair in order to face it, his head nonchalantly resting on his left hand, whose elbow was leisurely lying on the desk. Just for both of their sakes, he had been willing to try to stay patient once more… but only his boredom and a reasonably controlled anger poorly wrapped into genuine sarcasm had been audible.

The human rose a livid head, its expression stuck with shock and an ever growing fear as its jaw gaped open.  
>Sans rolled his eyes cynically.<p>

_ nope, i'm still here. not a dream. now that this is finally settled, maybe we could just— _

"Y-You can't be Sans… Hahaha, right…? I-It just doesn't make sense t-that's physically impossible…"

It sounded as if he had grinded his teeth, as he slowly but angrily stood up and started pacing threateningly towards it.  
><em>ugh, you know what!? screw it, i don't even <strong>care<strong> anymore._

"_oh_ no you won't. i've had enough with that junk, we're **not** gonna beat around the bush any longer now."

The skeleton's left hand closed into a fist as if he had just taken a grip onto something. She yelped as she immediately felt some kind of _pull_ coming from her very deep chest, but all she really managed to do afterwards was gasp in shock.

The next instant, all she got time to realize was that she couldn't feel the ground under her feet anymore— and that she was now stuck _floating in midair_, her face standing hardly one foot away from his.  
>His eye was flickering between some bright cyan and shaking yellow, and his voice had seemed to sound even deeper than before. For some reason the yellow one seemed to become more and more persistent as time passed.<p>

"Listen, kid. I've been patient until now, but I have more important things to do than play the babysitter. **Especially yours.**"  
>"P-P-PUT ME DOWN!"<p>

He didn't even flinch, instead slightly narrowing his eye sockets in deep anger. Although his tone sounded calmer, for once his ever stuck smile seemed eerily in place as his left iris stabilized to a golden color.

"you probably already know this, but a long time ago… i promised an old lady that if any human came through that door leading to the ruins, then i would have to protect them." No matter how impossible it was supposed to be, she felt as if his smile had somehow grown even larger. His eye suddenly stopped glowing, though he still was keeping a strong hold on her. "**But you technically didn't come _through_ that door, did you?**"  
>"PLEASE I'LL DO ANYTHING JUST PUT ME <em>DOWN<em>!"

This time however, he did stop; if only for a split second. His hand slightly lowered, even if his grip was still keeping his prey at a reasonable distance from the ground.

The human was forcefully trying to curl up in on itself in some kind of ridiculous malformed ball of flesh. Its shaking hands wrapped around its head and covering its ears, its eyes forcedly closed and tearing apart in weak tears slightly twinkling in the dim light.

For some reason, this instant, Sans felt that something really was wrong; as if internally he _knew_ that any other normal human was not meant to react _that_ badly. He tried to dismiss this mere impression as some random remaining _mercy_ stuck in his mind and somehow getting him to hesitate at the worst moment, if only for an instant— but the feeling would only get stronger the longer he was staring at this pitiful view.

_This was **not** normal._

"Put me down" she kept repeating again and again in a shaking and desperately imploring voice, "put me down, put-me-down please put-me-down ooh put-me-down-I'm-so-sorry-but-oh-my-God-put-me-down…"

His eyes closed as he sighed tensely, his anger seemingly defeated as his hand exasperatedly sent the crybaby back in place on the couch before releasing his grasp.

_ It's not even worth it. _

He watched as the fleshy ball kept trembling and sobbing for a few long minutes, and eventually brought his chair along as soon as his laziness told him he was getting bored. He could hear it mutter distorted words sounding like some really awkward apologies, but it took a while for the human to finally pull her crimson head away from her arms and struggle to actually meet him in the eyes.  
>For some reason, it almost appeared as if the mere fact of <em>looking at him<em> was actually _painful_.

He had seen fear. He knew what fear looked like.  
>This definitely was <em>something else<em>.

"… Sans." was all she managed to whisper in a broken voice that still somewhat struggled to hide her terror, to no avail.  
>"yeah." he frowned impatiently, trying not to pay too much attention to those details. There were already quite a few topics he wanted to tackle, and it was time they finally stopped merely wandering about. Those extra issues would have to wait. "we good, or you're just gonna faint each time i try to get to the point?"<p>

She pushed her way back into the depths of the sofa, apparently trying to increase the distance between them as much as it was physically possible.

"W-We're good." she muttered, still quivering and desperately trying not to look at him. "… A-At least I think so… Ooh god, that's gonna be awkward."

The skeleton closed his eyes and sighed, reluctantly considering this answer as a 'yes.' Then he looked straight at her, his now back-to-normal small white pupils staring deep into her still reddish and salty face.  
>She didn't look back.<p>

"you want to know why you're here."

That was not a question. Both of them already knew the answer, so why bother adding an unnecessary interrogative intonation to it?  
>No, it was merely a fact that they already both knew pretty well. But that was a way just like any other to clearly announce the main topic.<p>

"you probably already heard of my research about… _anomalies_ in the spacetime continuum." She hardly nodded, not saying a word. "all i knew was that anomaly was somehow sentient and doing this on purpose. resetting again and again. doing different things just to see what happens." His pupils faded as he paused, before getting his tone to become lower-pitched than ever. "Slaughtering everyone in sight **just for the heck of it.**"

She seemed to shudder. Her arms toughened their grip around her knees. She seemed even less disposed to turn around and face him, now.  
>Sans reluctantly tried to regain a more casual tone, seeing that it apparently was the only way to actually get her to <em>listen<em> effectively:

"guess it only was a matter of time before i found out, then. that there was at least a possibility they just didn't know what they were doing. that they thought there would be no consequences since they reset every time and no one even remembers what happened in the first place. that there was a chance that from their perspective… it was all just a game." He stopped for a few seconds, letting go a dark chuckle that wasn't genuine to the least. "i simply didn't know yet that was literal."

She seemed to struggle for a few seconds, but eventually slightly turned her head.  
>Her bright eyes were reflecting the dim light of the desk lamp through the shadows, and for one moment he swore he had seen a little spark of an incongruous and unavowed curiosity despite their rosy swollenness and the desperate fear engulfing them in uncontrolled tears.<p>

"But, h-how is that even possible…?" she stuttered in a voice that was barely audible. She sniffed and tried to straighten her back in order to regain a better speech, but to no avail. "I-I mean, if the games really determine the timeline here or something… i-it doesn't make sense, that's just… H-How can you even be _real_ in the first place? N-N-No offense."  
>"all i know is that's how it is." He shrugged in a way that wanted to dodge the question, but his tone somewhat still betrayed the fact that he knew the answer nevertheless. Seeing her unadmitted insistent look that begged for solutions, he sighed before continuing: "okay, i <em>did<em> research a bit on the details, but i don't think you'd understand much of it if i was to bring it to you anyway. you wouldn't happen by any chance to be familiar with quantum physics. are you?"

She lowered her eyes and buried a little more her head in her arms disappointedly.

"How did you find out?" she still asked a few seconds later, however. "How did I arrive here? I-I can't even remember exactly what happened…"

That was not a lie. For some reason, her latest memory was that of her laptop's screen about to start a new game, right after she had confirmed the name she had chosen… The rest was very blurry, but for some reason her spine started to chill as soon as she began to actually try remembering it.  
>She glanced once more at the skeleton before shuddering again. Maybe she didn't have to look that much into it, after all. In a way, the explanation was pretty clear in her mind.<p>

Sans merely tipped his skull towards the blueprints on his desk.

"let's say that's kinda the tricky part." he chuckled tensely, even though he genuinely was trying this time to dismiss it as some joke— emphasis on _trying_. "that's some kind of work i started in a previous timeline and i don't remember at all how exactly i came across those discoveries for the first time. those plans just happened to survive the last resets. guess i somehow managed to 'save' them or something, just like the photos."

She tried to look over for the album, but she was too far away to actually see it. She remembered though that the game mentioned the existence of a photo of the Pacifist route, even when a True Reset had come in between; so that sort of made sense. She was still somewhat suspicious though, and it seemed like Sans, too, was also dubious about the actual whereabouts of that oh-so-convenient… _coincidence_.

"they do look really familiar and that's definitely my handwriting, so there's no doubt i really was the one who did it at some point anyway. but as for the details… sorry, can't help ya. though i, too, would've been curious to know as well."  
>"But… I-I don't get it. Do you remember the previous timelines, or do you not? Moments ago you sounded like you really could remember the whole thing, but now you just…" she whispered in deep confusion. "I-I haven't played the game, I only read about it and watched some videos so maybe I missed something important, but I was sure you just were aware of the situation, a-and that it was it. T-That after each reset, your memory was, like—uh, completely blank or something…"<br>"heh. i don't care what they say about me." was all he answered, closing his eyes and shrugging almost jokingly. "though… i guess it really was like it in the beginning. it's just that after a few times, i started to actually _try_ to remember them, so…" He paused to sigh shortly. "eventually, i kinda made sure i would."  
>"What do you mean…?"<p>

Sans sighed deeply, an unreadable expression on his face. Then he slowly pushed his way up and walked lazily towards the opposite corner of the room. Where was standing…

She finally realized she already knew what he was about to show her, as soon as he would remove that gigantic and dusty blanket.

"what i had really wanted at first, even before that kid came along with all this mess, was a machine that would be powerful enough to manipulate the timelines and gain the ability to 'save' and 'reset' on its own." he started calmly, staring at the bluish blanket that was not so blue anymore. He slightly turned back towards her, chuckling awkwardly: "so that, you know, that power wouldn't "fall into the wrong hands" instead, since only one person can have that power at a time or somethin'. all i wanted in the end was to create that machine so that no one would ever use it. the plan was to lock it away and hide it as soon as it was finished."  
>"But you never managed to finish it." she concluded expectedly in a weak and sorry tone.<p>

He sighed again, tensely this time.  
>Those multiple resets had just been erasing his progress each time he was making some, and at first he wasn't even <em>aware<em> of it. And now one of those who were responsible for the destruction of his research was…

It appeared as if he had clenched slightly his teeth, trying to ignore his resentment for both of their sakes.  
>Pitiful irony.<p>

"that girl there wasn't powerful enough to save the whole timeline, even back in the time i finally managed to run it for the first time. so i got no choice but to get to the second best solution. by saving, you know…" He leisurely tapped his skull while pseudo-jokingly winking at her: "… _something else_."

But his tired gesture was much more talkative. Aware of that fact, he completely dropped his mask when he continued in a deep tone and muttered cynically under his breath:

"that was handy at first, but in the end it turned out to be even worse than not remembering anything at all."

From the tone he had used, much more to himself than to anybody else, she thought it best to fake not having heard him.  
>A heavy silence filled the room for a few more seconds, but she eventually decided to break it soon after:<p>

"So, uh… What am I here for again?"

She strongly wanted to know the answer, of course, and they both knew that they could not keep dodging that question forever. Nonetheless, the more their conversation strayed away from that topic one way or another, the more concerned and uneasy she felt about bringing it back. She could think of two main reasons for not answering that question right away: either it just was an awkwardly complicated and possibly _'very long story'_ that would take hours to explain, or…

No, no. He had practically written at the end of his photo album _"I'm the culprit and I'm finally gonna take revenge on you"_ — he would not do that if he _really_ was plotting something _particularly bad_ for her, _right_? He would be trickier than that, he would _absolutely not_ warn her beforehand.

… Actually, he definitely would. What was he doing in any normal Genocide run, after all?

And she had to admit, he _really_ looked pissed off, especially for Sans — Sans was usually supposed to remain calm and patient and let his laziness guide him anytime, right? Even in the most pessimistic of all possible timelines, he was only getting on the move way after the point of no return, when there truly was no more hope of ever turning back.  
>Were there any circumstances where he would be <em>that<em> angry? She was not sure she wanted to know.

But… she technically hadn't done anything wrong. She had told him she had never even got the chance to play even for one minute, so he knew that, right? But what if it just didn't matter and he was still mad at her for even _trying_? Even if, still, she was technically innocent once again, it was her friends' fault there, not hers… Right?  
>Maybe he simply didn't believe her? So what would his revenge be like? A live-action fight…? Oh God, she so hoped not. He didn't need to become even scarier than he already was and <em>here it is<em>, she was hyperventilating again.

"geez, _chill out_ kid, it's not like i was gonna kill you any minute or something. hey, if it can comfort you in any way, i specifically need you to stay alive and in good shape for this to work anyway, so it'd be _somewhat_ stupid to ruin everything at this point."

She silently sighed in relief, but the curled up ball of flesh still wouldn't move. Sans rolled his eyes exasperatedly.  
>Well, on the <em>bright<em> side of things, he would probably not really need to worry about her getting into trouble (or rather _causing_ trouble) if she was to remain in this state all along. But still, that was just becoming ridiculous by now.

"now to answer your question, i was just about to bring that up."

He suddenly pulled on the blanket. It tumbled on the floor.  
>She widened her eyes in amazement… Though it didn't show her exactly what she had been expecting.<p>

There actually was not one machine, but _two_, standing side by side.

"on the left, this is what brought you here in the first place." Sans recited lazily while hardly gesturing it.

She noticed the gigantic monstrosity was much bigger than the other, towering them with dark thick pipes and menacing wires strangling an approximately human-sized cavity surrounded by what probably would be an enormous generator.  
>Well, she had guessed that <em>'inviting'<em> people into another (virtual?) reality would not end up very cheap on the electricity bill… but still.  
>All she could see there was that he <strong><em>really<em>** had put much effort into that project, and that was all the more surprising coming from _him_, of all characters. How about his alleged _irredeemable_ laziness? Gone on vacation?

She didn't have time to mentally gossip much more about it though, because Sans had already moved towards the other block of steel and iron:

"and, on the right… let's say that's the reason you're here."  
>"Your… time machine?" she deduced, though it seemed pretty obvious given the circumstances. Besides, as the game stated, it <em>did<em> look pretty out of order, to say the least. "You want me to fix it?"

She had blurted it out as a half-joke, perfectly knowing that she wouldn't be of any use in that specific field, and knowing that the monster himself had pretty much guessed it as well. Science _was_ sort of a hobby for her, but… only as a _hobby_. She basically didn't know anything of real relevance and was merely curious about the scientific discoveries and all the fuss around them. When it came down to actually looking at the equations or even just trying to dig a little deeper into the theories or whatever, she was a complete ignorant.

The skeleton had not quite corrected her the way she had expected it though, simply shrugging it off and muttering that her being here was already all the help he would need from her.  
>She tried to question him, but did not even have time to open her mouth:<p>

"it would be tough and pretty boring to explain everything down to _all_ the details, and i'll spare you from the metaphysics-related part. but to make it short…" He seemed to hesitate, carefully choosing the right words and… apparently, bringing himself into reluctantly mouthing some of them no matter how much he obviously despised using them in such context: "as a… _'player'_, you have the possibility to reset the timeline whenever you want. basically."  
>"That's only through the game's mechanics though, I don't think—"<br>"the game's not the problem. at least, not anymore."

She stared at him with a blank look.  
>She was not sure she really followed what he was implying here.<p>

Well, she would know if she had the magical ability to randomly warp time into infinite loops, wouldn't she? And there was no way she would just like that develop that power out of nowhere.  
><em>… Right?<em>

"you know what makes the specificity of human souls?" He had uttered this as a regular question, but it was audible that he already knew that she knew. It didn't prevent him from answering it anyways, just in order to avoid any potential misunderstanding: "determination. and let's say that yours, along with any of the other _'players'_," (he really _did_ hate that word, didn't he?), "is for some reason much stronger than the common average around here."

He walked back towards his chair some feet away from the couch, then took a seat, facing her with a serious glare.

"so now that you're in a world where your soul has an actual physicality, it is powerful enough to give you the power to reset… theoretically, _over_ the 'game's' normal capacity." He paused for a few seconds, but still felt the need to sum up his whole speech in one single and easy-to-understand conclusion: "in other words, for as long as you're staying here, it means that no one can reset the timeline _but_ you."

She gasped in silence, no breath coming out of her lungs.  
>She had so many questions and yet it all pretty much already made sense and words just wouldn't work for her mouth right now.<p>

After a few seconds though, she slowly calmed down, analyzing again and again what she had learned… and suddenly repressed a burst of sarcastic laugh. Of course _not_, there simply was _no way_.  
>She would never be <em>determined<em> enough. Not _her_. He would never make her buy that one. Hilarious.

… But if Sans' weird metaphysical creepy calculations were telling otherwise, she was genuinely willing to trust him. If only in order not to fail him and get him back to his grumpy murderous side.  
><em>So<em> she was a time traveler. Well, that surely was a thing. That was even pretty cool actually, now that she was thinking about it.

"So you mean that you… want me to 'reset' for you or something?" she tried shyly.  
>"no. i want you to prevent <strong>anybody<strong> from doing _any_ reset whatsoever."

Oh. That was a shame, she was already starting to fantasize about all the things she could have done thanks to time traveling. Well, the dream was funny while it lasted…  
>What was the point in granting you with an amazing superpower if you weren't even <em>allowed<em> to use it? What a party crasher. Wasn't he supposed to be a comedian? She pouted internally in disappointment.

He deliberately ignored her childish expression, only willing to finish his explanations as shortly as possible. He just wanted to get this over with once and for all:

"it should clear my way for long enough to actually make some progress on that time machine, and once i get it to work, then no one will _ever_ be able to reset anymore." he added while hardly gesturing towards his broken pile of wires and other various electronic components. "so the plan was to get you here, fix the machine, send you back, reset the timeline for the **last**. **time**. **_ever_**. pretty simple."

Then he engulfed his left arm back into his pocket and looked through her with an intense glare, asking her gravely if she had any objections.

She didn't have any.

She did have a question, though:

"So what do you really want me to do, then…?"  
>"nothing. literally." He simply shrugged, but his tone did seem to show that he was dead serious about that point. "the more you get us into trouble, the longer it will take for me to finish this and the harder it will become for <em>you<em> to get back home. so it's for everyone's benefit."

She didn't really enjoy the idea of not being able to really move around freely or doing anything entertaining whatsoever and she didn't want to admit it, but… he had a point.  
>And if staying here meant staying in this same awkward situation all the time, then she was more than eager to go home as soon as possible. Not that she didn't enjoy it — well, any normal fan would see that as a dream come true in a way, right? —, and Sans was actually starting to get back to a softer side and looked more like the one she used to know by now…<br>But she simply couldn't. Not with _this_.

After a few seconds, the skeleton jolted back to action, suddenly remembering something:

"oh, and, little precision: you erase this timeline, you erase your ride home." he slyly joked in a fake joyful tone while gesturing the gigantic monstrosity that probably might have taken him at least a whole month to build. "so i'd rather not do that if i were you."

Her face turned paler than Sans' bones.  
>Strangely, the idea of time traveling was not that appealing anymore.<br>She awkwardly started a nervous and weak laugh.

"I-It's alright. I-I'm not even sure to know how it's s-supposed to work anyway."  
>"well, good thing you shouldn't try to find out."<p>

And there he was, back to his eerily-in-place-yet-ever-stuck Cheshire smirk. Since when was Sans _sarcastic_? Well, he kind of _was_ at the end of a Genocide run, but… it was supposed to be more like a tired cynicism mixed with his normally brilliantly disguised fatalism, rather than pure and pretty rough irony. Wasn't he even supposed to _dislike_ sarcasm in the first place?  
>She didn't really want to know whether or not that really was a sign, but she strongly wished that was not the case. Was he that harsh because he was supposedly talking to one of the <em>'entities'<em> that ruined his whole life ("lives"?) and condemned him and his friends to an eternal Groundhog Day loop, or was it because of the circumstances of the current timeline? Maybe it was even both…  
>She deeply hoped it was the first option alone. At least, if <em>she<em> was the problem, then she still could try to fix it herself later, somehow. Even if it would be _really_ awkward and especially difficult for her, at least there would still be some hope to turn it into something manageable over time.

However, Sans apparently was not done with the details of how much his plan was flawless and how there was no way for her to possibly deceive him in any way, and he started enumerating them with what almost sounded like a sick delight before he destroyed each of them with one counterattack of his own. And he was clever. _Very_ clever.  
>She didn't really have the intent to betray him— after seeing that kind of legendary lazybones actually putting that much effort into such an amazingly stupendous plan, she simply couldn't even think about ruining his work, above all when she knew how he was somewhat still the one in the right. Even if he still had technically kidnapped her and was still somewhat acting like a rather sadistic jerk towards her right now, returning the favor… simply didn't feel right.<br>But still, listening to him crushing one by one any potential 'hope'… it hurt.

It hurt to hear how deep his resentment and distrust was, and it hurt all the more to know (and know _all-too-well_) how much that anger was justified.  
>Even if it wasn't technically her fault either, she still couldn't help but feel guilty about it. He really was good at guilt-tripping people, wasn't he…<p>

"and don't even think about escaping by running it on your own, that's not gonna work." he continued in that eerie calm tone that still was hinting at that ever growing wrath. "that thing is slow, noisy as hell, and when i used it to get you here the core itself ran out of power for three hours. and even if you _still_ managed not to alert anyone by that time, it simply wouldn't work."

She froze, this time raising her head towards him and actually interrupting him for the first time.

"I-Is it broken?" she breathed faintly in horror.  
>"nah. it's just that it's not the way it works, that's all." She was genuinely surprised to see how he delightfully started to explain her down to the details how exactly that engine functioned. Even though, in the end… It only was with the intent to furtherly show her how there was no other way than his own plan. "it's not meant to open random portals through the multiverse or whatever on its own. it's just designed to find the right coordinates and lend a 'little' more power so that i can reach a specific spot in another universe. but i'm the one really doing it, so whatever happens, you're not going home without my consent."<br>"What do you mean, 'you're the one doing it'…?"  
>"shortcuts." he simply shrugged. "i didn't really have time to do anything elaborate, so that machine was kinda built in a rush, <em>sorry<em>. couldn't risk to see _that one_ erased by a reset too."

_He really did think of everything that bastard_, she couldn't help but think bitterly as he kept finding out new possibilities, starting to become even more extravagant now that all the classic plans were already out of the picture.  
>Was he really that determined to hurt her, if only in order to secure the complete invulnerability of his plan and reduce the odds of potential failure down to an absolute zero? Well, he definitely was— why would he care in the first place about guilt-tripping a purely random stranger that he could probably not trust to the slightest?<p>

But then it finally hit her.

He was _desperate_. He had always been.

And in this timeline, for some reason, against all odds given the initial circumstances in the game, hope had gained the upper hand over his eternal fatalism.  
>… Unless it was the complete opposite, and his only motivation had been despair itself?<p>

"Sans, that's… that's enough. Y-You can stop here, I-I'm not gonna let you down. You can trust me." she finally mouthed in a weak whisper disguised under a bursting sob. "S-So please… Stop."

_You're just hurting yourself, now_, she never came to add.

He did stop, standing up and taking a few slow steps towards her, both his hands still buried into his pockets. The way he was towering her despite his actual size felt… creepy.

"well. i would be glad to believe that."

She felt a chill running down her spine as she saw his pupils disappear.  
>That was not good.<br>Not good at all.

"but you're just a dirty liar in the end, aren't you?" he slyly uttered in what almost sounded like some scoffing contempt.  
>"What…"<p>

She was so stunned and terrified that she completely forgot to put the right intonation into her hardly whispered word of pure fear and despair.

"you said you didn't play the game, right?" It almost sounded like he had been spitting at her face, no matter whether or not it was physically possible for him to do that in the first place.  
>"Y-Yeah! I-I wasn't joking, Sans, I <em>swear<em>. I-I really suck at video games, I only started playing it because my friends made me. All I know about that game and everything, it's just because I read about it and watched videos on the internet, that's all!"  
>"i don't believe you."<p>

She wanted to argue, but the mere fact of raising her pleading glance towards his murderous expression made her shudder and completely forget about whatever she had managed to think about for her defense, if only for a split second.

He didn't let her any more time to even open her mouth, completely ignoring her desperate expression.  
>He would not fall into such act, especially considering the point he was about to bring up:<p>

"who starts playing any game for the _first time_ with the **hard mode**? especially when you tell me that you'd allegedly _suck at video games?_" he angrily rose in a deep voice. He repressed an overly sarcastic chuckle that oh so didn't suit him to the least. "_please_, don't make me laugh."

Despite her eyes' burning swollenness and her wet cheeks, she still managed to give him a blank look.

"W-What do you mean, 'hard mode'?"  
>"in order to <em>precisely<em> prevent that kind of… _accidents_, that machine was specifically programmed to activate only once it detected a computer about to start a new game on hard mode, and _hard mode only_. 'cause i didn't think anyone would want to play hard mode on **this** specific game unless they were…" He paused, but it was difficult to know whether it was because he was choosing his words or because he was reluctant to express it in such detached way. But after a few seconds he grudgingly came back where he had left off: "… looking for some kind of 'challenge', you know. after they already had completed another one before, i mean. you certainly know which one i'm talking about."

Oh yes she did. That was all too clear.  
>Her face blanched as her growing hysteria was menacing to make her faint again.<p>

"I-I— S-Sans, please you _have_ to believe me, I n-never wanted— I-I never d-did –Ah– please you just…"  
>"of course i didn't expect <em>all<em> of the players trying the hard mode to have been on that 'genocide route', as you seem to call it. but i still had estimated an approximate sixty to eighty percent of them, maybe. anyways, i knew i wouldn't necessarily stumble onto a player that tried that run, that's how probabilities work." he shrugged. Yet he paused for a split second, and his glare became lividly filled with pitch black. "but now… _who_ would lie to me about ever playing the game?"

She shuddered.

_Oh_ now she was getting it. His attitude made _so_ much more sense now.

Ooh God she was so much in trouble.

"don't tell me you actually want me to believe you activated the hard mode by accident. i won't believe you. no one would be stupid enough to do that."  
>"T-Then tell me how."<p>

His nonexistent eyebrows seemed to twitch, as if he were about to frown but repressed it at the last moment, keeping an eerily stern but still posture, waiting expectantly but only out of politeness. His eyes were telling enough that he most certainly would not believe one word of it… but it was still worth a try.

"Tell me how I'd have activated it." she hesitantly stuttered, though she genuinely tried to keep an 'almost' confident-sounding tone. "I _swear_, Sans, I never meant to do it. Ever. I-I didn't even know that mode existed in the first place. And uh, I still have no idea how I would even have done it in the first place. D-Did I press the wrong button or something?"

She so hated it when he was staying silent for this long, staring at her with his pupil-less yet somehow all-seeing-like glare of pure void. She felt analyzed. As if even from that distance, he could still feel her breath, assess her tense nervousness and cold sweat rolling in her neck, hear the pounding of her heart, read her distressed eyes. That was very… _unsettling_, to say the least.

Eventually, after what would have felt like a whole minute, his pupils came back, as his eye sockets appeared to show a graver tone. His wrath still was here, hidden somewhere between a few flickering sparks of darkness, but it felt like he was reluctantly playing it cool for now.  
>Well, it was still some kind of progress.<p>

"all right, let's assume for one moment that you are telling the truth." he slowly uttered in a tired yet uncannily patient voice. "then, what did you name the fallen human and **_why_**?"  
>"Well," she rolled her eyes in an attempt to regain her ease and try to avoid his look, "as I told you, I had already made some research beforehand and I had already spoiled myself with practically the whole plot and characters and all that basic stuff, so I already knew the kid's name was 'Frisk.' And since in all of the few games I've ever played I used to name the characters by their default names, well," she shrugged innocently, "Frisk it was."<p>

She stopped and watched expectantly at him, trying to keep at least some control over her trembling limbs.

"… you have to be kidding me." he eventually muttered in a tone strangely denuded from any kind of emotion or even the slightest variation in his intonation.

Though his eyes were now reflecting some kind of mixture between extreme annoyance and genuine bewilderment.

After some more seconds of their staring contest — there was no other way to put it, up to this point —, Sans looked defeated and buried his skull into his left shaking bony hand.  
>Would his stuck-Cheshire smile have been able to move, she would have bet he would be gritting his teeth as he struggled to murmur as calmly as it was physically possible for him.<p>

"name the fallen human. it said, name the _Fallen Human_."  
>"Well, the kid we're supposed to represent is named Frisk, right?"<br>"but frisk is not the fallen human, for god's sake…"  
>"Uh. Technically, they <em>did<em> fall. I mean, that's what they've been talking about in the whole intro, right?"

The skeleton was desperately trying to rub his solid skull, muttering incomprehensible muffled sounds under his breath. He finally tried to sigh deeply, then raised again two white but pale-looking pupils, as his eye-sockets were trying to show the most serious expression he could afford.

"the game gave you a warning, didn't it?"  
>"Well, now that you mention it… I-I do remember something like that when I was about to begin. But I just thought it was a troll since there were so many jokes and Easter Eggs and everything in the whole game, so I didn't really think it through… Y-You know, I just thought it was part of the joke, or something." She laughed weakly, but her muffled giggle died within seconds. "It was something like <em>'This game will make your life hell'<em>, wasn't it?"

_Oh sweet, **sweet** irony._  
>He really knew how to hide the silliest and jerkiest pranks even in the weirdest and most unexpected situations, didn't he?<p>

Sans was not amused, though.

"it was **_'name_**.**_'_** not _'game_._'_ are you just stupid or were you doing it on purpose?"  
>"Y-You have to admit, those sound and look pretty similar." she pouted, her cheeks awkwardly starting to blush in embarrassment.<p>

She felt rather than saw Sans' anger lurking back into his disappearing pupils.

"Alright, alright, remind me to go check an optician as soon as I get home." she sheepishly tried to joke; but her attempted weak smile faded immediately. "… If I ever get home."  
>"oh you will, don't worry about that."<p>

He had almost sounded as if it was even more of a relief for him than for her. She thought it wiser not to respond anything to that implied _'That'll be a good riddance'_ she could read on his tired face.

"anyway. back on topic, naming the fallen human 'frisk' _is_ what triggers the hard mode."  
>"And how was I supposed to know that?" she snapped sarcastically, her nervousness finally tearing apart the last bits of her remaining patience.<br>"i thought you had made some 'research' about it?" he pseudo-jokingly remarked while raising an eyebrow.  
>"I made research about the story and characters, not about the <em>gameplay<em>!" she whined hysterically. "I never even _wanted_ to play the game at first, it's just that they made me even if I had _nothing_ more to take out of it since I already knew pretty much _all of it_ anyway and I _knew_ that even if you had let me play I would probably have given up hardly _ten minutes_ after starting because I wouldn't even have made it to _Toriel's home_ to begin with!"

It was a few seconds later, when her legs collapsed under the weight of her pretty much _everything_, that she finally noticed that she had been standing up.  
>Her distressed look met the skeleton's one more time, and she felt another freezing chill running down her spine as some weak salty tears started to burst in the corner of her eyes.<p>

Sans had remained perfectly still and silent all along, and he still was. Watching her with an expression seemingly entirely empty of any emotion whatsoever.

"_'It'll be a lot of fun'_, they said… Darn it." she eventually stuttered in a broken sarcastic yet muffled voice.  
>"but, weren't they around when you started, then? how come they wouldn't have seen you typing the wrong name?"<br>"Well, technically they _were_ here, but, I mean, only through texting. So they couldn't possibly know anything."

His thoughtful eyes lowered before closing, as he sighed deeply.  
>Well, either she was a pretty good liar <em>and<em> a very skilled comedian, or… statistics really had been playing them both. Honestly, _what were the odds?_  
>He tried to laugh it off as another of his silly jokes, but silence returned as soon as it had been broken.<p>

"heh… too bad there wasn't any way for me to program the machine so that it would directly detect someone about to start a 'genocide.' would've been much easier… but you don't do that by typing a specific code, sadly. didn't have any other choice here. and i… had pretty much assumed any of you trying to play the hard mode would logically know about it, or at least that no one would trigger it by chance just like that…"  
>"Sorry I messed up, then…" she muttered awkwardly while burying her knees into her shaking embracing arms. "Seems like I'm always screwing up everything one way or another, huh… No matter the odds."<p>

The room felt very empty, once that awkward silence had settled. She started to rub her arms as more uncomfortable chills were coming.  
>Sans seemed about to speak, but she went first. She was not looking at him so she hadn't noticed; but he didn't seem to care anyway.<p>

"W-Well then… If you only need me to stay here, I guess I can do that… In the meantime I'll probably, I don't know, hang out with the others or something…" She hesitantly raised a nervous smile. "I mean, Papyrus will get bored if he doesn't have anyone to call out on being lazy anymore, right? Haha…"

Her laugh died as soon as she had raised her look to face him. She had no real idea as to what that expression was supposed to mean exactly, but—  
>She froze as her eyes widened in sudden terror.<br>_No… no, no, no-no-no oh God please **no**._

"do you have any idea which timeline we're in?" he slowly asked in an eerie and _way too calm_ tone.

She mechanically shook her head in a slow gesture, both in almost-genuine ignorance and honestly strong denial. That seemed paradoxical enough, but at this point she simply did _not_ want to know.

"I killed Frisk." he gravely uttered in what sounded like a mixture between resentment, relief and regret.

There was only one way this could have been possible for him to do that.

"Oh God no." she stuttered in a blank voice broken with horror.  
>"<em>'oh god'<em> yeah. part of why i preferably would've wanted this to happen to someone at least a little responsible for all that mess. it doesn't change anything to the plan but, well, if you really had nothing to do with it… sorry it had to be you." A strong silence filled the room, as she didn't give any visible reaction to his speech. But he continued nonetheless, still in his slow and low voice: "that was about a month ago. for some reason they stopped resetting after that. guess whoever was 'playing' at the time got bored or something."

It felt like something was wrong, but she could not put her finger on it.  
>A few seconds later though, her head tilted in sudden realization:<p>

"But, wait. Then if Frisk is dead, what happened to their soul? I-I mean, that makes your remaining seventh human soul, right? So, did you break the barrier or something then?"  
>"no. the kid's soul disintegrated mere seconds after their death for some reason." She gave him a blank look, but then remembered the way 'Game overs' worked and how the little red heart would indeed <em>shatter<em> each time the player's HP reached zero. "i'm not sure why, but it seems like someone really wants us not to get it. 'cause each time i've seen them die, no matter the timeline, their soul would just somehow disappear. but they were resetting right after that most of the time, so it's not like it would've mattered." he shrugged half-heartedly the same way he would have told her one of his jokes. But he immediately raised back his eyes towards her, already returning to his serious expression: "well, i guess it's for the best anyway. if we could get to the surface right now, it would be to wage war against humans. and i think we both know how it would have ended."

She nervously felt the urge to swallow, but her throat was completely dry.  
>The silence came back, filling the workshop with an overwhelming void. Sans had stood up, staring at her with no word to say, and as she hardly looked back, he eventually walked back to his desk and started writing. She watched for a moment as his pen would dance over the blueprints, following the swings of a nonexistent music, but she quickly got bored and simply buried her head back in her arms, trying to clear her mind after all this.<p>

That was still a lot to take in.

"welp… twenty past seven." She jerked up in surprise as he had abruptly uttered this, seemingly looking at a watch around his left bony wrist then slowly turning back towards her. "seems like it's almost time for dinner. you hungry?"

She shook her head weakly, lowering her eyes. He repressed some awkward chuckle.

"yeah, me neither." He closed his eyes for a few seconds, but stood up soon after. "still have to go though, otherwise they might start to worry."  
>"Where are you going?" she asked, her eyes reflecting some curiosity among her confusion.<br>"hotland. since, y'know, the survivors sheltered in the lab and stuff. sorry i'm not offering you to come along, but… guess you see why i can't really bring you around."

He paused for a few seconds, but they both felt the uneasy silence crawling around them.

"i'll be back in about an hour and a half. can you wait till then?" She simply nodded, and his smile seemed to become a little more genuine as his look somewhat softened. "okay then. see ya. in the meantime just, i don't know, do whatever you want. just don't mess with my work."

She tried to smile back, but another chill ran down her spine as he walked past her and the couch. She nervously rubbed her arms.  
>As he had noticed, he stopped and looked puzzled, if not… somehow sincerely concerned.<p>

"heh, are you cold? you've been shaking like that for a while now. do you want me to go fetch a blanket for ya or something?"  
>"I-It's alright!" she blurted out in panic. She realized her answer had been much more stressed out than it should have, and buried even deeper her head in her knees. "S-Sorry. It's not your fault. I-I've just gotta… I-I'm gonna get used to it. E-Eventually."<p>

It was odd to see _confusion_ in Sans' eyes, especially after all those skills he had shown about his ability to read people that well through mere seconds of observation. But this time it seemed like it really was some kind of issue he could not grasp. There was no more rational reason for her to stay in her 'panic attack' mode at this point, right?

"i understand that you could be weirded out or something, but… seriously, don't you think you're overdoing it a bit too much by now?"

She laughed weakly.

"No… T-That's not it. I-I mean yeah it is— but, no, I– ugh." She forced her eyes closed as she let out a very tense sigh. "S-Sorry. Not your fault."  
>"heh. c'mon, you can tell me. not like i would tell anybody or somethin'. doesn't seem like an issue you're gonna solve on your own anyway."<p>

But he couldn't make a single step forward that she had jerked up and almost lost her balance while trying to move back.  
>He stared at her for a few seconds in bewilderment…<p>

And then he realized.

Their eyes met. His eye sockets darkened as hers lowered shamefacedly.

"I-I'm s-sorry Sans." she whispered between two sobs. "I-It's really not your fault. I'll just–"  
>"are you really gonna freak out like this each time you'll see a monster?"<p>

She sobbed again, but resolutely shook her head.

"No… O-Only skeletons. I-I guess."  
>"well, <em>that's<em> gonna be convenient." he ironized cynically. _Really?_ Could this get any more awkward by now? "you really _had_ to be the one, uh?"  
>"I-I'm sorry…!" she repeated sheepishly. "I-I know that's just completely dumb and everything, b-but— it's just that for humans i-it's the b-bones and i-it's kinda just like dead b— Ooh-my-gosh-I'm-so-sorry-it's-so-stupid…"<p>

He narrowed an eye socket. Well, things were finally starting to make sense…

"necrophobia, uh?" he deduced in a bewildered forced stuck-smirk. _The **irony**_.  
>"C-C'mon, i-it's not <em>that<em> bad— I-I'll just try to shrug it off, d-don't worry… Hahaha…"

She genuinely tried to keep her trembling smile on her face, but her awkward laugh died within seconds and she shamefully lowered a sarcastic look before face-palming tensely.

"… Yeah alright you got me it's totally necrophobia."  
>"heh, i'm not technically dead yet. i mean, you know that, right?"<br>"Yes. Yes I know." she poorly laughed in a broken voice. She paused, then uneasily raised her head towards him with a guilty look. "I-If I really don't meet your qualifications, then… a-are you gonna try to get another one and start over…?"

Not that she wished that to happen to anybody else — it actually was all to the contrary, especially when she remembered how Sans had been acting towards her at first —, but… She genuinely _was_ wondering. After all, if because of her all this time would turn out to be _that_ awkward, she could understand if Sans wanted to get rid of her as soon as possible.  
>But it looked like he was not that pissed, after all. Or that he simply thought it best to just keep what he already had.<p>

"nah. sorry, but i'm not gonna turn this thing on anytime soon. when i brought you here it caused a major power failure in the whole underground, so alphys would kill me if i just ran it a few other times just for fun." He had tried to dismiss it as a joke, but his somewhat sad look appeared to show he was genuinely sorry about it. "besides… i don't think i could do it again anytime soon, anyway."

He lowered discreetly his eyes to his right. He wanted to make it look as if he was only staring into pure void, and indeed when she followed his pupils, she could not find whatever he had been looking at. But still… she had felt that something was definitely not right with his sentence and that he was hiding something from her. But he ignored her almost-suspicious gaze and continued, shrugging in a somewhat almost sheepish smile.

"so, uh, sorry, but you're stuck here for a while. hope you don't mind… too much."  
>"I-I'll get used to it. It c-can't be that bad, I mean…" she laughed weakly. "My parents were even thinking about potentially finding a therapy or something, so, I-I guess that's the best opportunity for t-that… H-Haha."<br>"don't worry. as soon as i'm done, i'll send you back and we'll all just forget about this. not like you really were stuck here or you would need to get souls to reach the surface or something. and if there really is some major problem, from the point that there's no reset in the meantime, your ride home is right here." he calmly responded. "anyway, time to go." he added as he perked another glance at his watch.

He walked towards the door and stopped one last time, flipping a switch. A full row of lamps in the ceiling suddenly flickered before staying lit, blinding her for a few instants. After a few seconds she managed to look back at him—  
>Well, actually, he looked slightly less scary now that he wasn't that engulfed in the dark… But still her spine would not agree to let her watch him for too long before starting to chill again and make her limbs feel like instant noodles.<p>

"I… I thought they were…" she whispered in surprise.  
>"broken? nah. i fixed them while you were, you know… napping." he jokingly winked at her.<p>

And then he left. She hadn't seen him opening the door or anything, but he had just disappeared in an instant.  
>Welp. Here was a shortcut, then.<p>

After a few instants, she would stand up from the couch, feeling her dizzy legs complaining after having been bent in such an uncomfortable position for so long.  
>She would watch with curiosity at his blueprints and would stumble somewhere in his mess on a quantum physics book. She would shrug and take it, before sitting back in the couch and starting to read it.<br>She would fall asleep after having tried to understand the second chapter for the third time.

* * *

><p><strong>~ Reviews &amp; Feedback<br>**

Before you say anything, yes, there are some people stupid enough to trigger the hard mode by accident on the very first time they tried to play Undertale. At least, uh, there's been me. Laugh all you want, that's EXACTLY how it happened for me. I remembered after that to only play Undertale with my glasses on.

Then again, I will still deny that character to be any kind of self-insert. That's an OC because I needed for obvious plot reasons to have at least one OC in there, but for those who are afraid to see whatever you know could be bad about OCs, here are a few words: first off, I usually hate reading stories where OCs/self-inserts are just here for fun and steal all the spotlight; so there's no way on earth I'm going to just blatantly write one of those. This is why I would like to point out one little detail... If there HAD to be a "main character" in this story, it would definitely be Sans. NOT that stupid annoying pushover that I sometimes would like to strangle with her own silliness.  
>Second point: no shippings, and ESPECIALLY NOT a random to-be-potentially-expected Stockholm Syndrom between Sans and that human. The girl's necrophobia was one of many ways to precisely remove any potential ambiguity and to crush any potential "hope" that this scenario would ever happen.<p>

By the way, in the next scene, she's not gonna appear at all. Just so you can know.


	3. Act I — Scene 3

_Learn When to Quit_  
><em><strong>Act I — Don't Let Him Find Out<strong>_  
><strong>Scene 3 — The Noodles Bijection<br>**

* * *

><p><strong>*heh. 'bone appétit', i guess.<strong>  
><strong>[You can speak French...?]<strong>  
><strong>*not at all.<br>**

* * *

><p>Instant noodles.<p>

Well, he didn't really know what he had been expecting. Besides, he wasn't even hungry to begin with.  
>Still, it was… somewhat surprising. And not in a good way.<p>

If the situation kept deteriorating at such rate… His bones rattled slightly as he started to feel some odd weight upon his scapulae.  
><em>One more reason to get this over with as soon as possible.<em>

His train of thoughts was suddenly cut off, though; a voice had raised upon the global amalgam of various noises coming from the whole room, light and yet filled with a somewhat gloomy and low tone.

"So? How did it go?"

He hardly raised his white pupils towards the reptile, showing some trace of surprise; though it was clear that it wasn't genuine to the least. She chuckled in a serious tone, trying to lighten up the atmosphere but not smiling at all.

"Come on, Sans. It's obvious that you're saving some for… _later_. You can tell me. It worked, didn't it?"

She was actually faintly smiling at the end of her last sentence, and her eyes betrayed some glimmer of hope in a few shining sparks at the corner of her pupils.  
>Yet he only lowered back his skull and frowned edgily.<p>

"you sure this is the best place for this kind of conversation?"

He had slightly risen a tense yet inexistent eyelid, carefully perking discreet glances at the surrounding monsters. They were all eating and chatting more or less cheerfully — as cheerfully as you could be while having been sheltered in the depths of the True Laboratory for the last few weeks, still mourning over the all too many losses of both friends and family all over the Underground and filled with grief and, still in some way, incomprehension and disbelief…  
>Yes, they pretty much had quite a few other things on their minds already, probably too much to actually think about eavesdropping on others' gossiping for no reason.<br>Yet they never could be too cautious. Any seemingly insignificant mistake could still lead to global failure. He couldn't afford not to care about that risk anymore.  
>Especially when he had never been <em>that<em> close to finally ending it all.

His colleague followed absent-mindedly his eyes for a few seconds, but soon stopped and returned to her (almost) relaxed attitude.

"They don't pay any attention to us. And Asgore returned in New Home to check on the Souls and the Barrier. He won't bother us."

Once again, she had tried to chuckle as to dismiss it as an irrelevant joke… But it was obvious that this apparent cheerfulness was just a façade she was trying to put for both of their sakes. And Sans was internally deeply thankful for that, no matter how impenetrable his thoughts seemed to be.  
>Sometimes, he just was tired of being the comic. And this specific evening he simply was tired of pretty much everything.<p>

"what did you tell him, by the way?" he asked suddenly.  
>"That the coolant loop from Snowdin temporarily ran off of ice and that the reactors didn't like it." she shrugged, slightly eyeing him an insistently accusing yet seemingly teasing glare. "Now, next time you intend to run that thing, at least tell me." she added immediately in a lower and serious tone. "The monsters were freaking out and some of them even started to say that the human was back and had damaged the CORE or something."<p>

His eye sockets twitched anxiously as his skull slightly lowered uncomfortably.  
>Yeah, pretty much what he had feared.<p>

"and what are the actual damage?"  
>"No big deal. 'Just' a massive overheat." she retorted dryly. He was not looking at her, but the simple fact of hearing <em>sarcasm<em> coming from the usually all-so-shy Alphys was talkative enough. Her tone was calmer as she kept talking, but she still was just as severe: "We've been lucky this time, but you won't wanna turn your thing on again anytime soon. The CORE's a real pain to reload, so please try not to make it go haywire with your creepy metaphysical biz. Some people here really need that energy."

He sighed tensely, feeling guilt crawling on his back.

"don't worry. if everything goes as planned, it'll just be used once more, as soon as i'm done. and this time nobody will have to care about the consequences. not even you or asgore."

There suddenly was a silence. Alphys lowered her muzzle as all traces of scolding had left, instead frowning sheepishly while looking away. She paused for a few seconds, not knowing what to retort— and yet she still had something to say.

"I-I really feel bad for keeping h-him out of all that mess, though. W-Why didn't you want to tell him, again?"

The skeleton's shoulders rattled slightly as he tensed. If her stuttering was back, then she really cared deeply about that issue.  
>It was surprising at first to hear this confession coming from the very one that had been keeping such secrets for this long from that very same monster. Almost… funnily ironic.<br>But he didn't point it out.  
>Maybe she, too, was tired, after all.<p>

So he just sighed deeply but silently, and replied the same answer as ever:

"he wouldn't understand. nobody around us would." He frowned slightly and paused, looking away and lowering his tone even further when he spoke back. "not in this timeline."

Alphys winced, feeling some chills running down her spine.  
>Every time he would bring back that topic, she would remember.<p>

She would remember that she would _not_ remember.

She would remember that she was not technically part of his plan. That even if he had told her most of the story, she was just some disposable sidekick that would forget everything and start over without even being aware of it as soon as the problem would be solved. That despite everything and no matter how honest she knew he was when trying to comfort her — he was going to bring all her friends back and get them to the Surface and restore all hope and happiness to all monsters, shouldn't she be happy about it? —, he was just using her and would throw her away once he was ready to Reset, just the way he had done every single time before. Even though she knew that was definitely not the way he was seeing it… she sometimes wondered why herself was seeing this under such perspective and if she wasn't somewhere in there completely wrong and somewhat even crazy or paranoid to start thinking such stupid things but…

He could remember. He had never told her how many timelines he had been through since he could keep track of them, but his answer when she had asked him about it — that, ironically, he had _lost_ track of it an awfully long time ago — and his desperate and tired look back then… were telling enough.  
>He was tired of remembering and yet he had to remember every single time. Even worse than this— He had lived through all those same events so many times. He had probably heard her ask him the same questions over and over. Sometimes she could see in his look some kind of annoyance or boredom, as if he had already answered that question a million times even though he knew that he could not blame her for that because she could not know how boring and predictable she had become over the different timelines and how he still wanted to try to care about her because he still wanted to consider those puppets that couldn't remember as his friends and family because they <em>were<em>—

He had seen them all die so many times.  
>Did he even care now?<p>

Was he still flinching when he was seeing Papyrus' dust in the snow? His brother would be back just a few days later anyway, good as new and oblivious as ever, right? So why worry and mourn over the fake funerals of someone that was not even dead for real in the first place?

And now that she _knew_, even if she _wouldn't remember_, now that for now she could know and just had to wait for him to get his plan over with, why should _she_ still mourn over Undyne and Mettaton's deaths while they would just be back someday, and she would never even get to _know_ how heroic they had been and how many monsters they had got the chance to save before being coldly murdered…? She faintly laughed awkwardly and silently, not smiling and almost starting to feel some wet tears in the corner of her eyes.

She would remember that when he was telling her he was doing it for everyone's greater good she knew he really meant it, and that still she was not sure deep inside whether it was for their greater good, or for _their_ greater good.  
>She would remember that even if he deeply and honestly cared about her, he was not really caring about <em>her<em>.

And the thought was terrifying.

The skeleton leaned somewhat closer, softening his tone and giving her a comforting look.

"heh… don't worry. it'll all be over before you know it. soon you won't have to worry about any of this anymore."

Honestly, that was not helping.  
>And he finally seemed to get her point when he gazed back upon her, because his pupils froze in shock before starting slowly to fade as he stood back, lowering his skull on his chest and keeping for a few more seconds a thoughtful silence.<p>

"alphys. don't tell me you want to remember _that_. you don't know what this is all about." He paused slightly before staring at her, some spark of confusion in his frowning inexistent eyebrows. "… do you really want to remember this?"  
>"Do you really want me to forget?" she sadly scoffed, a sorry look on her muzzle.<p>

He genuinely seemed not to understand, and she didn't doubt that he honestly thought he was doing it for her own good…  
>And yet, well…<br>She couldn't help but look away.

"i know how the happy ending is like, and you definitely won't want that kind of thoughts on your mind once we get there. Trust me."

And his eyes pierced hers as he was giving her a stern _"I know what I am talking about"_ look. So she thought it best not to respond and merely nodded sheepishly, her head steady but low.

The same way he had been supporting her for a long time when she needed some assistance, it now had been her turn to help him, even if it was not much. She was willing to return the favor despite everything— and all the more when his secret plan would actually 'save the world', whether her dumb and selfish doubts were thinking otherwise or not. For once she had an opportunity to do something _worthy_ that would not end up with dark corridors and slimy endlessly suffering horrors by hazardously messing with death itself; she could not just let him down when she knew he was the one in the right.  
>And yet her own role in this little project of his had been limited to the strict minimum; she basically was just there to cover up for his constant absences and justify why he would spend that much time back in Snowdin, while… there was nobody left there.<br>Asgore himself was merely thinking that all this time Sans had been desperately working on the time machine itself, with the promise to one day get everyone back in time and 'neutralize' the human before they could do any harm. One blatant half-lie that would not even matter since the time machine was indeed the second half of the plan, and the Reset was its conclusion— and since Asgore himself would not even remember anything about that 'official plan' past that point, what would happen after that would not even raise any problem yet. At least, not any problem potentially related to any of those little deceptions.  
>So basically, as soon as this excuse had been found, nobody would ever question any of Sans' absences. And he had had a lot of absences.<p>

To be more accurate, it had been weeks she hadn't seen him actually taking a break. That was the very first time they were having a _normal_ conversation in almost a whole month; probably because amongst other reasons, for once, he wasn't simply trying to take his dinner through a shortcut and back in his basement to keep working on his crazy plan.

The first day such oh-so-shockingly-out-of-character-behavior-that-would-yet-become-an-habit-for-a-whole-month happened, she had been so taken aback by such change in attitude that she had freaked out, and literally forced him to tell her the truth: what he really was hiding, and why the heck hadn't he taken a single nap and actually _worked_ during more than _two hours straight_.

She had not been disappointed by his answer.

He had told her about the Resets. About how, in some distant timeline, he had managed to somehow keep some kind of track of it, but soon enough lost any hope of ever being able to fix it. About how in _this_ specific timeline, for some unknown reason but for the very first time in maybe hundreds or even _thousands_ tries for all he cared, the human had **_still_** not _'Reset'_ the timeline all over again ('_guess they finally got bored'_ was the way he had shrugged it off, though he still seemed not completely convinced himself), and how he simply **_had_** to take that chance, because he just couldn't let such an amazingly fortunate opportunity go to waste, no matter the cost.  
>About how he had found some blueprints in his workshop that were explaining some curious facts about the human, the Resets, and where exactly the problem <em>really<em> came from. About how he had come up with a plan to solve it once and for all.  
>About how, yet, he feared any moment that they could come back and Reset once more before he was done, thus erasing all of his insanely humongous work just by the blink of an eye.<p>

Now that she had seen him actually sitting absent-mindedly in front of her in the lab's refectory, adding this little sudden change in attitude to the earlier massive power failure in the whole underground, it had not taken her much longer to put two and two together.

He had won.

He had won, and was finally glad to go back to his legendary laziness and take as much benefit from it, now that his race against time itself was finally over.  
>And after such horrifying torture, who could blame him? That leisure he was gladly taking there was utterly deserved.<p>

"by the way, i have some news about that reality they're coming from. just thought you would be curious about it."

And the lizard indeed perked up a bright new pair of eyes, this time genuinely sparkling with interest.

Since Sans had started researching about it and redone his calculations multiple times, he had kept telling her about that world in which, for some reason, their own history was merely a _videogame_ that some random humans (not the same kind as the ones living on the Surface but humans nonetheless apparently) would be playing on their computers without even being aware of anything. She had laughed at him at first, thinking that he was pulling a prank on her _otaku_ side — maybe sometime before Mettaton had told him about her theories and fantasies about _Mew Mew Kissy Cutie_ possibly being real in an alternate universe and now he was somewhat trying to pull her leg with that; but since he had shown her and explained some of the blueprints, she really had started to believe him.  
>Well, she still wasn't pretty sure how all these 'Saving' and 'Resetting' things worked <em>in real life<em> (or, should she say here _'from their own point of view from inside their virtual life that seems to be real but wouldn't be according to other beings from another universe'_? well, that was confusing), and Sans really had tried not to waste any second telling her about anything unnecessary, since he could not afford to lose any moment that he could instead spend on his project…

But now that he merely was here for casual banter and leisure, he would be glad to maybe answer some questions and discuss about physics with a colleague for some _actual fun_.  
>And of course she was more than eager to play along, and encouraged him to tell her whatever he could think about.<p>

Anything would do.

"first off, let's start with the mind-blowing ones." He jokingly started, his eye sockets glimmering with mischief. "they don't have magic. and by that i mean, they don't have any magic **at all**. seems like the natural amount of magic back there is so low that when you try to gather some all in one place it'd be very unstable and, i dunno… melt or even disintegrate or something." Yet his tone had suddenly lost its playful spark when he had uttered those last parts, gradually becoming gloomy as his seriousness had already taken over. "so if you thought of going there for your vacation or something, that's sorta out of the picture."

He had still tried to joke and chuckled awkwardly, but she had seen his right eye twitch in a very discreet and subtle way, while his pupils were filled with… was this _regret_…?

But indeed, that revelation in and of itself was pretty much… _surprising_. They had the ability to alter the very fabric of space and time of another dimension, and yet they didn't even _have_ magic in the first place?

"… Wow." was all she managed to say.  
>"yeah. pretty much unexpected, uh?" And yet his slight laugh died within seconds, as his expression suddenly darkened, his pupils abruptly disappearing. "But now flip the problem the other way around." He slowly raised his skull, facing her and his now back-to-normal but still somewhat fading pupils staring at her intensely and gravely before getting to the point: "In this world, there <strong><em>is<em>** magic."

Alphys slightly frowned at first, pausing for a few seconds while trying to follow his train of thoughts… But quickly enough she lit up and widened her eyes in some kind of strange mixture between flashes of inspiration, sudden fright, and still yet those little sparks of the fullest joys common to the scientist suddenly in awe before the brilliance of one of her colleagues' latest discovery and the curious child eager to learn even more.

"So _that's_ why you wanted a human from there!" she lighted up in a mutter, and Sans had flinched upon seeing her excitement. Fortunately she had still managed to keep a low tone and did not get any attention from the others, but he still was nervous.  
>"of course there was that little part of just, ya know, telling them about what they were doing… but yeah. i was not gonna heat up the reactors <em>down to the core<em> just for that."

She ignored his attempted pun, though that one was quite weak coming from him; and that could not be a good sign, now that she realized that it actually had been his first pun in quite a while — maybe even _a few days_. She genuinely was starting to worry about his health now, as she looked through his pale eye sockets. H-How much sleep did he get recently?!  
>But that knucklehead would never listen, of course. He never had over the past month, so why would he now?<br>She sighed tensely.

"I guess that explains how they're doing it, then…" And yet she suddenly realized and shuddered nervously, her scales seemingly starting to look slightly paler. "B-B-But, Sans— T-Then, isn't bringing one of them here, like… a d-doomsday-enhancing hazard?"

It didn't help that he had slowly raised a pair of fully darkened pupils to face her.  
>The <em>plainly aware<em> look he was giving her was _all the more reassuring_.

_Sans, you can't be serious…_

"it _is_." he tensely confirmed. "and that's why i absolutely need you to hush it up. no one can know, and **especially not him**."

Her gaze was shocked to the extent that her glasses started to fall off her muzzle and made her readjust them with a trembling paw. If she wasn't already aware of the circumstances and the helplessness of the situation, she would have freaked out and growled at him, calling him names and questioning over his sanity for having done such irresponsible research and experiments, all the more while he had been _fully aware_ of the risks.  
>But now it was too late for that anyway.<p>

"if asgore ever got her and absorbed her soul alongside the six others, well…" He chuckled tensely, trying to joke somberly: "need a little help here. what's above godliness?"

She never answered.

A long silence filled their table as both of them tried to avoid looking at the other, then attempted to eat (despite the fact that none of them were hungry) when they noticed their dinners were getting cold, engulfing their own issues in the surrounding echo of multiple voices given by the other monsters, oblivious as ever.  
>Soon enough, Sans had sternly stood up and taken his plate, wordlessly giving a sorry but firm look before walking away.<br>But Alphys had followed him hurriedly, trying to keep up his rather fast pace.

"A-Anyway, uh, that human… H-How are they, then? How did they take it?"

He slowed a little, but did not stop, though he still shrugged and chuckled in a deep tone.

"wanna hear a joke?" he retorted cynically. "she's got necrophobia. can't look at a skeleton or anything that looks dead according to her standards without freakin' out."  
>"No… Really?" she asked while lowering an uncomfortable look. <em>Poor thing.<em>  
>"she said she'd deal with it. not like it would be a real issue, but still, that's rather stupid." … And somewhat insulting, probably; but he genuinely was trying not to feel too offended. She was not doing it completely on purpose after all, and it had almost even felt like she was actually feeling guilty over it without he had even needed to say anything; so blaming her for something she was already blaming herself for was merely a waste of time and energy. "well, on the bright side of things, seems like she's gonna do her job without questioning anything i guess. at least she's not gonna be in the way and she pretty much agrees to the plan so far."<p>

And yet she knew that tone. He was a very talented comedian, but still, when he was on his nerves, he was laying a little less effort on hiding his real thoughts… So she had felt it.

"Is there something wrong, Sans?"  
>"she's too docile. i don't like it." Apparently, he wasn't even trying to hide his suspicions at all, since he was answering right away and getting straight to the point. "i've seen it. she's goofy, but she's perceptive… <em>somewhat<em>. i'm worried she might start thinking things or even be already plotting something. we can't trust her."

He was about to take his shortcut back to Snowdin. Alphys stiffened nervously.

"W-Wait!" He stopped and looked confusedly at her. "I'll come with you. Uuh, i-if you don't mind. I mean, you've had a hard time, Sans. You should seriously take a break."

He was about to retort something, but she didn't let him even raise his left arm to object:

"I'll take care of the human tonight. You… go to sleep. Look at you, it's like you haven't had a full night for _ages_. No wonder you scared them!" she jokingly yet worriedly scolded.

And it felt all the more _wrong_ to actually have to _order_ **Sans** to _take a nap_, of all people.  
>Yet he shrugged while sighing deeply, before offering her his hand.<p>

"heh. you know what? you're right. i kinda miss my bed. haven't seen it since this morning." he winked at her.

She gladly seized his hand with a relieved sigh, and let him guide her.  
>They both suddenly appeared in his living room, and while he gestured her to follow him down the basement, she couldn't help but notice the changes. Well, there was mostly the absence of the greenish couch, but still… the whole place was radiating a completely different atmosphere than she could remember from the few times she had been visiting.<br>The lack of something, or rather _someone_, was somehow emanating from the whole room.

Well, maybe because the one missing was the one usually taking care of the place and its aesthetics, for starters…  
>But she would not blame Sans for being neglectful over such things; especially not after his whole one-month-long-race-against-time issue. She still could barely believe how he had possibly survived from this.<p>

Well, being able to warp space into wormholes _probably_ had been a serious advantage there.  
>Speaking of which…<p>

"But, wait." The skeleton reluctantly stopped again, then turned around and gave her a confused yet almost annoyed look. "You said there wasn't any magic where they came from, and you only had a few seconds before the portal lost its stability and the CORE ran out of power, so… How did you get the human here, then? If you couldn't use your magic to lift them in or couldn't gather enough time and power to warp the shortcut around them, then how did you…"

She stopped mid-sentence. He merely turned away and came back to walking, deliberately ignoring the question and avoiding her look.

"Oh God. Please tell me you didn't do that." she stuttered breathlessly.  
>"i didn't have <em>time<em> to worry about collateral damage, ok? it's all gonna be reset anyway as soon as i'm done, so let's just forget about that."

His pace sped up, but she immediately caught hold of him and firmly grabbed his right humerus, forcing him to stop.  
><em>Great<em>. He was already starting to regret having brought her along.

"Sans. _Let me see._ M-Maybe I can fix it—"  
>"And what do you want to fix it with, <strong><em>determination<em>**?"

She froze, letting him abruptly elude her grasp and turn away from her.

"S-S-Sans… Please. Just let me see. Maybe there's still something I can do, e-even if it's not much…" she tried shyly, even though she knew he would not believe one word of it— she hardly managed to put some slight semblance of conviction into it herself.  
>"there's nothing you can do." he merely shrugged. "seriously, forget about that, i'm alright. i'll admit it's not very <em>hand<em>-y, but it's not like it hurt or something." he jokingly stated before chuckling in a tone that actually sounded _almost_ genuine.

She sternly but cautiously pulled his arm out of his pocket and rolled up the sleeve.

"Oh. My God."

Sans rolled his eyes angrily.

"geez, i told you, _it's alright_. not like it was gonna get worse or anything, now. it's stable again and it won't change." He carelessly pulled his sweater's sleeve back in place before engulfing his arm back in his hoodie's pocket. "and that only makes one more good reason to complete that damned thing as soon as possible. once i reset the timeline it will just be reverted back to normal, just like everything else. as if it was nothing but a bad dream. literally."  
>"So you really were <em>that<em> desperate, eh…" she uncomfortably muttered, defeated.  
>"heh. why do you think it happened to the right arm?"<p>

Sans was _left-handed_.  
>Her eyes widened in horror.<p>

"You _knew_ this would happen? Are you CRAZY!?" she gasped in shock.  
>"that was to be expected. sort of. but hey, let's look on the bright side: it actually didn't come up as bad as i imagined."<p>

She could hardly believe it, and yet he deliberately was ignoring her pleadingly compassionate eyes.

"And… H-How much time do you think you will need before… being done?" she asked thoughtfully.  
>"i finished the blueprints around two hours ago, so now i'll just have to work on the machine itself." he shrugged tensely. Yet he somewhat frowned before continuing: "the real problem will be the generator, i guess."<p>

She did not dare ask him how much power he would need to run it— but she had guessed it would definitely be much more than his previous experiment. At this point, she did not even dare ask him _where_ he would find such power, since the CORE itself would probably never be enough…

"S-Sans… Are you really sure you know what you are doing…? Is everything really in control?"  
>"do you honestly think it can get any worse than <strong>this<strong>?" he calmly growled in a low tone. He paused to sigh slowly and deeply, closing his tired eyes. "i'm gonna bring back everyone, and fix this once and for all. they'll all be back and safe. papyrus. toriel. undyne."

She had flinched upon hearing that last name, and she shuddered even more as she perfectly knew who the next one he would utter was:

"… mettaton."

She bit her lips, trying to repress the tears about to run away from the corner of her eyes and roll on her cheeks.

His hopelessness had been driving him to despair and an apparent laziness for countless timelines and for an amount of time that could have been decades or even centuries for all she could imagine. Now that same hopelessness was driving him to get half-crazy working on a lost cause.  
>She wondered which one was the worst.<p>

After all, if she had ever known the answer… she herself wouldn't have been in such a mess, right?

"I-I'm worried, Sans. It just doesn't suit you anymore." She slowly raised an uneasy and desperate gaze towards him and weakly distorted her muzzle into a sad smile. "It never did, actually."

He already was starting to walk away, again.

"Sans… We can't bring them back."  
>"<strong><em>I<em>**** can**. I just need _time_."  
>"Sans, it can't work and you know it. You'd need to run it with something as powerful as at least <em>three<em> normal _human souls_. You'll never find the power to create that much energy with pipes and wires. Come on, even the _CORE_ isn't powerful enough! So unless you plan to run it with…"

She stopped mid-sentence, widening her eyes into a blank expression.  
>Sans didn't move, but seemed to freeze.<p>

"of course not. what the hell are you thinking about." he coldly retorted. "i'll just… we'll find another way. maybe the core just needs a few adjustments and—"  
>"The CORE is <strong><em>FINE<em>**!" she scolded in a burst of anger and worry. She immediately calmed down and breathed noisily for a few seconds, before lowering her muzzle and sighing in despair. "Sans, you don't even know what you're saying anymore."

He merely buried his left hand into his pocket and let his pupils disappear.

"you're not going to stop me." he gravely stated. "will you?"

That was a rhetorical question. Of course Alphys would not stop him.  
>They just were having a hard time and she was right— this fatigue was draining their thoughts and none of them were in the proper state of mind to be able to tackle such topics.<br>It was wiser to just stop here and now before they had to come to useless disputes.

"this will work." he still muttered in the most confident tone he could get. "it has to work."  
>"It won't. You know the maths, Sans." And even if he did, he would just get bored and give up when he would realize… She really hoped he could be right about it, but… All she could do was sigh deeply in regret and guilt. "J-Just go to sleep. We'll get back to that another time."<p>

The skeleton had stopped midway in the stairs, looking down at her.

"Fine. **_Bone_** _nuit_."

It was all the more upsetting to hear him make one of those puns with such intonation and sarcasm in his voice.  
>She wanted to trust him and she knew that this was their last resort, yet it all sounded so… <em>wrong<em>.  
>Was it really worth it in the end…?<p>

She was not sure about anything anymore.

* * *

><p><strong>~ Reviews &amp; Feedback<br>**

Here it finally is. Two more chapters after that, and we'll finally get to the more... interesting part. Anyways, we're not there yet.

By the way, just in case you'd be into fan arts or something, here would be a little artwork for the fic:  
>lutias. deviantart art Learn-When-to-Quit- 604548726
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